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THE AGONY OF ARJUNA
Arjuna31:
["Dharmakshetre kumkshetre", etc.]
These two armies of eighteen divisions
opposing one another,
stand near the aitar
like sacrificial animals,
still as the ocean
before the stormy gale of doom.
It is an illusive peace.
In a moment
all will be inspired
by the trumpets of war.
Impatient steeds will no longer
bear the delay.
The conch 'Panchajanya'32 in one hand
and bow 'Gandeeva*33 in the other.
Flag 'Kapidhvaja'34 fluttering
like my troubled heart;
my left arm is trembling;
everything is ready
in the deadly battlefield;
my heart is vibrating
by the frightening sounds of trumpets.
O Krishna35, there is a baffling fretfulness,
a pathetic song,
a new philosophic perspective.
My entire body is sweating,
a new distress is spreading,
^ inaction is overwhelming me
which I never knew before in battle.
Why not the lute of battle-zeal sound
like the broken string of a bow?
Why not, today, anger shed